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Tm glad you accepted it." Sumitomo wiped his moustached face
with his handkerchief, and appeared to have more suggestions.
"Huh, it's hot, isn't it, Takamaro?"
"Yes, Brother—" He looked at Saionji for a moment and then re-
marked, "I don't know whether it's the proper thing to tell you or
not, but-"
"Huh, what is it?"
"But—you know here in Kyoto and in Osaka people talk so much
about Ghana's love affair with a doctor—I think it's unbecoming on
her part—"
"Huh, I know about it. I read about it in the newspapers—"
"Oh! You know about it, Brother? What are you going to do with
her?"
"Huh, we can't blame Ghana very much," Saionji mumbled and
went on, "Not only the physician here, but she also is having an
affair with a young bank clerk in one of your Tokyo branch banks,
I think."
"Oh, Brother!"
"Don't be alarmed, neither your employee nor Ghana is to be
blamed entirely—I'll leave the matter to my steward*"
"I see—I thought you didn't know it."
"My lord!" Ohana and a younger woman were bowing, "The new
housekeeper came today. May I present her to you and to Lord
Sumitomo—Aya—who takes Nagiye's place/*
"Huh—" Saionji and his brother looked at the new servant and then
studied Ohana.
Aya bowed low a few more times.
"Huh, that's fine!"
Just then the steward came in, "My lord, a message from Tokyo
that Prince Genro Matsukata passed away."
"Huh!" With a clouded face he turned to Sumitomo and said;
"Genro Matsukata is gone-now I am the only Genro/'
"Fortunately you are very healthy* much more so than myself."
"Huh, what is the matter? You sound discouraged."
"Brother, I don't know why, but every time I hear of death or
tragedy I feel that I am falling into a dark, bottomless pit" Sumitomo
held his hand to his forehead.
Saionji's gray eyebrows knitted in sympathy. "Huh, I'm all right,
have no particular illness, but I'm getting weaker, too. But you must

